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AN INTERVIEW WITH ROBERT N. TAYLOR 
A REVIEW OF THE MYSTERIA MITHRAE CD 
A DETAILED LOOK AT THE BLACK METAL SCENE 
& ALL THE USUAL GIG REVIEWS 





WELCOME to the second incarnation of Tribal Resonance, the music-lover's 
equivalent of Mein Kampf In this issue we cast our incandescent glare upon the 
life and times of Robert N. Taylor; artist, poet, philosopher, musician and 
heathen pioneer. We hope that Robert's words will help fo inspire a new 
generation of young Revolutionaries, causing them to reject the cancer that is 
the liberal-capitalist System. Elsewhere, as promised, there is a review of the 
Mysteria Mithrae CD to help supplement the article on Mithras in 7he English 
Alternative. This issue also contains a seminal article on Black Metal, as well as 
two exciting gig reviews. Finally, readers should be aware that from Issue #3 
Tribal Resonance will be an independent publication and will no longer be 
distributed free with The English Alternative magazine. Those wishing to 
receive the next four issues of Tribal Resonance must subscribe by sending a 
cheque or postal order for £8.00 made out “THE RISING PRESS”. Until next time, 
folks: Stay tribal and be resonant}! 
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Q. Tell us about your childhood, what actuall 
realise that you had something to offer?...__: 
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RT: | began to draw a lot as a young child, 4 or 5 years old and on. Mostly copying things trom comic books and 
magazines. Sometimes | would use my toy soldiers as models and draw from them. | was always busy drawing or 
colouring things. In grade school the only subjects | liked were art and history. All the rest bored me. When it was an art 
project | was enthused and worked hard at it. Anything else | simply refused to have anything to do with. | refused to do 
homework and really didn’t care at all about school and grades and such. By the third grade | decided | was going to be 
an artist.. So everything else seemed superfluous if it didn’t help my becoming an artist. |} can still visualise a tempera 
painting | had done in the third or fourth grade. We were supposed to paint a picture of ourselves grown-up and 
costumed in the manner of what we wanted to be when we were grown. | painted a picture of myself with a beard, a 
beret and a paint brush in hand at an easel. Another painting | recall from that same period was one which depicted 
Vikings standing on a deck of a huge dragon prowed ship, riding the crest of a wave, which looked Straight out of a 
Hokusai or Hirosige wood-block print. | always had this creative artistic side to me. In my teens | was painting, drawing, 
writing poems, keeping journals and such, with no objective purpose or goal in mind. It was just as though | was a doing 
it all as @ natural part of being alive and human. There was no immediate precedent for all of this among my family. No 
one painted pictures or wrote poems, that } was ever aware of. My father was primarily interested at that time in boxing 
matches, baseball and football games, politics and things of that sort. The entire world that surrounded me was 
thoroughly working class in all of it’s values, aptitudes and appetites. Art aside, | was also a very physical and rigorous 
Child. My favourite sport was boxing. | particularly enjoyed bare-fisted fighting. Two men facing one another in a 
bare-fisted fight is for me honest courage personified. | also learned at a young age that it turned the girls on as well. It 
Seemed to resonate in some deep primitive redoubt of their psyches. | of course exploited such factors to my own 
advantage at every possible opportunity. | was attracted to girls at a very young age. | was quite precocious in that 
sense. One summer | fell under the spell of a beautiful blond girl trom Germany named Ingra. She was three or four 
years older than | was. She and several of her girl friends taught me quite a bit about sex at a very early age. Bless her 
heart wherever she may be. | addition to boxing | played football and baseball, weight-lifted, and in my later years studied 
karate and martial arts. 1} was also the top track and field athlete in my school. | was very fast in running dashes, and 
Pretty good at both high and broad jumping. | always preferred individual sports to team sports. | also sang a lot as a 
child. | had a better than average voice, very strong and loud, and } exercised it constantly as | went about my daily 
affairs. | always loved music as far back as | can recall. | would sing along with the radio with Bing Crosby, the Andrews 
Sisters and all the vocalists’ wno came before the advent of rock ‘n roll. | very much liked the early rock ‘n roll music; Bill 
Haley, Jerry Lee Lewis, Carl Perkins, Pat Boone and of course Elvis. Rock ‘n roll seemed a fresh breeze after the staid 
and formulaic ballads of the ‘forties. Most of that music was for me, soulless. But even the rock ‘n roll performers were 
essentially only vocalists. Even Elvis, for all his fame and fortune, never wrote any of the songs he did. But, with the 
advent of the Beatles and the so called “British Invasion“ music became a creative art again, and the performers were 
real troubadours, who wrote their own material and performed it as well. | bought a cheap Stella, orchestral guitar when | 
was about 14 years old. | think it cost about twenty-five dollars. What | really liked best were drums and other percussion 
instruments. | started my percussion career using fifty-gallon garbage cans. Using either the flat of my hands or 
sometimes drum sticks. | would beat out rhythms on the up-side-down cans for hours at a stretch, or until someone in a 
nearby house stuck their head out of the window and yelled for me to stop or they would call the police. | was fortunate, 
in so much as the family home where | grew up, had work benches and vices and all manner of hand tools. | was 
constantly working on projects in my basement. | built a functioning cross-bow out of a leaf spring when | was about 14 
years old. In time | also made zip-guns and other weapons. During the period } grew up there was a lot of house 
construction going on, and there was always lots of scrap lumber that we would use to make swords and shields, build 
forts with and such. My friends and | built lots of rafts that we sailed in nearby quarries, underground hideouts and such. 
Our days were filled with endless adventures. The railroad tracks and yards were another favourite place to play. At 





about fifteen years old or so my attraction to the girls became my primary interest. Also in my teens | began to run with 
street gangs on Chicago's west-side. | never joined gangs so much for the camaraderie or as a group security thing. 
Gangs served more as a context or vehicle for fighting. | loved the exhilaration of combat. There was always some gang 
war going on. Between the ages of 14 and 18 | was in a street gang that is still remembered and talked about by many 
Chicagoans, The Taylor Street Dukes. They were the most feared White street gang in Chicago at that time. Most of our 
gang-wars were with Black and Puerto Rican gangs of that era; The Vice Lords, The Egyptian Cobras and others. There 
were generally rumbles every weekend. | seldom missed any of them. They all generally ended with a flying squad of riot 
police screeching to the scene, from whom we endeavoured to escape. Sometimes we did get caught and were hauled 
down to the loca! police station. They seldom charged us with anything serious though. Our parents were called to come 
down and pick us up. It was always a very sullen trip back home. } spent a good part of my teen years running from and 
evading the police. Mostly as a result of hooliganism, fighting and vandalism. Living in this sort of environment, a virtual 
combat zone, certainly brought grassroots social problems into sharp focus. Everyday became a drama of life and death. 
Racial tensions flared up frequently. Armed conflict became a common-day experience. This all took place in the early 
period of the 1960's. | was actually a participant of a “White riot“. That may be hard to believe for members of the current 
generation of young people. But it was a bone fide White riot. It was generated by mostly Irish and Italian ethnics fighting 
against the police. It all began when several old spinsters sold a large apartment building to a Biack family. The evening 
that the Black family moved in, a mob of neighbourhood people, thousands of them, surrounded the apartment building 
and started chanting curses. A few moments later bricks and other debris began to bombard the building. All the 
windows were wiped out in less than a minute. The mob began to break the doors of the building down battering-ram 
Style - just as riot police arrived from all approaches, screeching to a halt in the middle of the intersection. Then the battle 
between the riot police (a special unit of particularly big, burly, mean cops, all brandishing billy clubs the size of baseball 
bats) and the White mob raged. The battle surged back and forth. The mob would surge forward en masse - then the 
police would begin to drive the crowd back with their clubs. It went on and on - it felt as though time itself had expanded. 
The fighting seemed an eternity of time and a crazy dream all rolled into one. | was somewhat near the middle of the 
mob. The front bodies would surge back into us crushing those behind - then after a few moments crush us again as the 
mob pushed forward from the rear. | imagine if one had a bird's-eye view from above it would have appeared like a 
minuet movement. A dance of rage. An enraged mob is a fearful thing. All is levelled to the lowest common denominator. 
The mob has a single mind, a single purpose, a single soul. Someone yells out a slogan or command, and the entire 
mob, mind and body surges forward to effect the command without question or hesitation. In a mob action, even those of 
lesser courage will oftentimes commit actions they would never dare to commit as lone individuals. This riot continued for 
four nights. It would convene each evening, as though a scheduled event at dusk. Word of the riot continued to spread 
far beyond the neighbourhood in question. The crowds grew larger each night. The fighting and violence spread out from 
the initial epicentre. Dummies stuffed with rags and painted with black faces were hung from lamp posts and set ablaze 
in effigy. Roving bands of armed teens moved about the streets and alley ways. By the second night all of the street 
lights had been broken or shot out. City buses passing through the riot area, who had Black drivers, were attacked by the 
mob. Windshields were smashed out with large chunks of concrete broken from the curbs, many of them dropped from 
railroad bridges as the buses or cars drove underneath, It was a pretty ugly scene to be sure. After the initial rioting, and 
many arrests of people on the streets, a police command-post was set-up in the garage of the apartment building that 
had been under attack. It was maintained for the next twelve years at tax payers expense. The real estate agent who 
had sold the building was literally cut in two with a shotgun blast later that year. Strangest of all for me, was the fact that 
none of this was reported in the newspapers or other local media. They effectively suppressed information about it. 
Fearful no doubt, that had they reported it, it would have attracted people from far and wide to join the mob and riot. I'm 
sure that would have been the case had they done so. This media “ black-out“ confirmed for me that the so-called 
“free-press“ was less than honest and free in it's reporting. Obviously there were hidden forces who determined what 
could and could not be told. Probably some human relations commission in the background. | was there at the riot, and 
had seen it with my own eyes and participated in it - so the press couldn't lie to me by omission. So | learned as a very 
young boy to trust my own instincts, observations and experiences above all else. | also learned to test things that | had 
been told, by a simple comparison of what | had experienced or seen. If | could choose one thing to say to younger folks 
of today, it would be to trust their own senses and immediate observations rather than anything they read or are told by 
the System. I've related this incident so as to give some insight as to the time and place | grew up, as well as to finally tell 
the story that was suppressed so long ago. The working class people from whom | trace my origins seldom have anyone 
to tell their story or chronicle the events of their lives. | was also in close proximity to a number of Black riots that erupted 
in the 1960's in Chicago. The area | lived in bordered the area of the riots. | hope to write a detailed account of that 
sometime. There is much to be learned from it. Official statements, like the Kerner Commission Report on Riots, are so 
far from the truth as to qualify as fantasy genre literature. My father was politically to the Right. He very much viewed 
America’s involvement in the two world wars as completely bad. To his view, it was Europeans fighting and killing 
Europeans. He saw the two world wars as comparable to the Classical world's Peloponnesian war; a self-defeating 
conflict in which all the participants are the ultimate losers. | think he was correct in his analysis, judging from the world | 
witness around me today. He saw the casualty rates of those two wars as effectively squandering forever some of the 
best and most valuable genetic material we of the West had. He felt that these losses would lead to general dysgenic in 
the West. It sure seems like that has occurred. Sit in any international airport and watch the soft, indolent and dysgenic 
pedestrians that limp by. So, | had my father’s influences politically - but he also inspired my heathenism. His own 
Spiritual lite was very much along the lines of what developed in time as Asatru or Odinism. It was not so well formalised 


as that which exists today - but it was about as close as one could get to it, so many decades in advance of its actual 
existence as a movement. So, | was ostensibly raised as a heathen. | never had any burden of guilt or sin insinuated into 
my life by my parents. | was raised to be brave, honest and proud. They treated most everything in an open, honest and 
matter-of-fact manner. My father inspired me to read Nietzsche, Spengler and other important authors. Between my 
home life, my life in the streets, and the social unrest of the times, they all compositely pretty much formed my attitudes | 
and social philosophy. These things were paramount in my development and future activities. 
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Q. Who were the Minutemen, and when and why did you choose to become involved with this movement? 

RT: Ostensibly, the Minutemen were an anti-Communist paramilitary organisation. This was the public face it wore. 
Behind this mask was a revolutionary underground army. Though not exactly the same, nor within the exact context of 
circumstances, | have often detected similitude’s between the Minutemen and the post-World War One Free Corps in 
Germany. At least in the earlier Stages of the movement. There were a predominance of disgruntled former military 
people from World War Two and the Korean conflict in the first phase of the movement. The movement's origin was of an 
organic nature. Isolated individuals and groups began to form what they termed “Minutemen bands". Articles reporting on 
Such activities began to appear in various gun magazines in the late 1950's. | imagine that this facilitated networking 
between these autonomous groups. Sometime in 1960 Robert Bolivar DePugh, @ Missouri bio-chemist and businessman 
began to draw these scattered groups together into a single organisation. A guerrilla warfare training exercise conducted 
by DePugh and other Minutemen was reported in the national press. | had already been following the grassroots 
emergence in the gun magazines from the late 1950's. This was the first time, however, that | heard of a national 
organisation called the Minutemen. Not long afterwards | noticed a letter in a gun magazine and a reply from DePugh 
giving an address to contact him at. Several weeks later | was listening to a radio talk show and he was the guest. After 
hearing what he had to say | was mildly impressed and wrote him. | received a large envelope with Minutemen 
pamphiets and flyers. | sent in my application and joined. | was given a secret code number to sign my letters with. And 
so began my association with the group. It was an association that would continue for the next decade. During this early 
period | took some mail-order correspondence courses that the group offered. At this same period | had formed a local 
group composed of teens. We got involved in picketing and street-corner leafleting and speech making. | had formed this ~ 
group of my own before joining the Minutemen. Out of this group of about 50 kids } took 6 or 7 of the best prospects and 
formed them into the nucleus of my local Minutemen group. | was about 15 years old at this time. Our youth group, “The 
Sons Of Patriotism“, had already stirred up a bit of controversy on the west side of Chicago. There had been suggestions 
that Black students be transferred from a nearby over-crowded school to the one in the neighbourhood where | lived. The 
other option was to install mobile classrooms in the school playground to better accommodate them. We obviously were 
not enthusiastic about Blacks being brought into our area. After all they attacked and tried to maim or kill us every 
chance they got - and vice versa. The racial tensions in our area were very acute. There would be some main avenue or 
rail line that effectively demarcated one group's area from the other. it was definitely the frontline of violence. The 
war-zone. Our demonstration was a pretty bold stroke. The Black schoo! where we went to picket was smack-dab in the 
middle of the black area. It was warm weather also, lots of people out on their porches drinking and milling about on the 
Streets. So, we marched right down into this area. You can imagine the possible repercussions of all this. No less than 
thirty police cars with riot-gear suddenly surrounded our demonstration. That a full scale riot had not erupted seems a 
small miracle in retrospect. They (the Police) asked us how long our demonstration would be. | told them about 25 
minutes. The officer in charge looked a bit Spooked at that. He said "how about 15 minutes and we wrap it up and get out 
of here alive?“. | readily agreed to this. | was beginning to have second thoughts as to the wisdom of this foray into this 
Black neighbourhood. We did survive it, though. We walked the two miles west to our neighbourhood with a line of police 
Cars escorting us. | later heard that a group of young Blacks had been arrested along our route back. They had taken up 
positions with shotguns and were apparently lurking in wait for us. We enjoyed some press coverage as result. So we 
had projected our thoughts and feelings on the issue at hand. The real downside of all of these activities was it identified 
mé as a dangerous element in the community. For the next month or so there was an unmarked surveillance car 





conspicuously parked outside my home. Not long after joining the Minutemen the F.B.I. was making discrete inquiries 
about me among members of our larger group. Asking if they knew if 1 had any firearms and such things. Primarily 
looking for something to get me on. At this naive stage in my life | actually still believed that there was freedom of speech 
and expression etc. in America. That’s what they always told us time and time again at school. The reverse of course is 
the reality of it. Such vaunted liberties are more apparent than actual. Once you put it to the test you soon realise that, 
Sure you can say or write most anything you like, but not without consequences and repercussions. You'll quickly end up 
in the files of the secret police, epitomised as a trouble-maker, kook or an enemy of the State. | speak from experience 
here. I've tested these liberties and have found them to be wanting in their actuality. Realisation of this state of affairs led 
me to thinking it would be folly to give-up at that point. | was already marked, so to speak. Once that occurs | guess you 
are committed to taking it all to its logical conclusion - victory or defeat. And that’s the path | took. | became more active 
and involved in the Minutemen. | was appointed the head of the Chicago organisation. Later | was made State 
Co-Ordinator. Finally | joined the National Headquarters off and on for a number of years. | became the Director of 
Intelligence. It was something | had a decided aptitude for. In brief | became a member of the inner-circle of the 
organisation. | pretty much became a confidant of Robert DePugh and played an increasingly active role in the 
organisation's activities. During the earlier part of the 1960's, the Minutemen were engaged in a lower-spectrum 
underground war against the Communist and other Leftists. This took the form of infiltration, sabotage of their activities, 
identifying their personnel etc. Various underground Minutemen penetrated many radical groups and misdirected their 
efforts. In the very early sixties we even formed dummy Leftist and anti-war groups. Our members would dress slovenly, 
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act obnoxious with newspaper reporters and generally give the ‘Reds* a bad name by way of these activities. On the 
public level we carried on propaganda against the U.S. Government and its pro-Socialist activities. And more or less 
organised, recruited, trained and employed our members in various areas of our operations. We conducted psychological 
warfare, black and grey propaganda, disinformation activities among radical Leftists, expropriating their records and 
membership lists and things like that. There was seldom a dul! moment. Some pretty arnazing twists of fate often 
occurred. One Minuteman, George Demerle, an artist and former military vet, managed to infiltrate one of the most 
radical groups around at the time. The Revolutionary Contingent. This was a group which had direct ties to the Viet Cong 
and Communist Cuba. He stayed undercover with this faction for over six years, keeping us on top of all of their activities, 
personalities and plans. At one time George had an art gallery in Flatoush, New York. He even volunteered his art gallery 
@s a place to hold Leftist gatherings and events. Unfortunately other Minutemen in the area, unknowing of his true 
loyalties, fire-bombed his gallery. George's family, brothers, sisters etc. all disdained him for his Communist activities. He 


never let his guard down or revealed his true beliefs and served the organisation despite all of the problems he 
encountered. The Revolutionary Contingent began preparations for guerrilla warfare and terrorism. This did bother 
George, as he did not want to get involved in their illegal activities. One day he appeared halfway across the country at 
my door asking my opinion on what he should do at that point when the group wanted his direct involvement. We 
certainly didn’t want him going to jail for Leftist crimes. So, | suggested that he hang in there until the 11th hour and then . 
blow the whistle on them - before he himself was involved in the bombings and other illegal acts they were planning. 
George had travelled to see me and ask my opinion with literally the shirt on his back. He had spent many hours in 
downtown Manhattan “dry-cleaning". This is the term used for making sure no one is tailing you or has you under 
Surveillance, and if you discover that you are being tailed, using methods to shake them. This is generally done by going 
into a very busy area with shopping crowds and losing oneself in the crush of crowds, where it is difficult to keep up with 
you and easy to lose you. Often it requires coursing through large department stores, up and down elevators and 
escalators, entering on one street and leaving through exits on another street. Utilizing store windows, where you can 
Stand looking at merchandise inconspicuously are handy as mirrors to spot possible tails behind you. At any rate George 
was satisfied he had shook off anyone following him and jumped on a plane and contacted me. Within several hours 
George was flying back to New York. Apparently the group kept close tabs on all of it's members. George had entered 
into the Leftist underground by way of first joining the Crazies, a Leftist group into anarchic actions. One of the things 
required of members in the Revolutionary Contingent was to ingest LSD with the other members. They used acid as a 
way to lay low the defences of people and sort of interrogated them under it’s influence and effects. George had, quite 
literally passed “the acid-test*. The main mover in the RC was a man who called himself Sam Melville. He had his name 
legally changed to Melville. His actual birth name was Sam Grossman. Melville began a nation-wide campaign of 
skyscraper and Federal building bombings in New York, Milwaukee, Ontario Canada and elsewhere. He operated as a 
one-man bombing spree. Finally George was requested to prove himself by accompanying Melville and others in an 
attempt to bomb a National Guard Armoury in Brooklyn. Somehow, George managed to call the FBI and inform them of 
the up-coming event. The Feds captured them all and put them under arrest. George was incarcerated along with the 
rest of them. After several weeks he was able to establish that he was the one who had called the Feds, and he was 
released. The FBI of course claimed he was their undercover agent etc. and took full credit for George's activities among 
the RC. This however was not really the case. About a year later George shared the platform with Senator Buckley of 
New York at a big fourth of July day parade. | think he was given some commendation or award and was the hero of the 
day. It never came out, until now as i write this, that George was in fact a member of the Minutemen and not some FBI 
informant. George was not the only person we had planted deep in the Leftist underground. There were many others. 
One of our members even slept with Bernadine Dorhn, the leader of the radical Weathermen faction of the Students For 
a Democratic Society. It was while she was living in an apartment on North Kenmore Avenue in Chicago, during the 
so-called “Days of Rage“. A small riot that was instituted by the Weatherman in Chicago’s downtown area and near north 
Side. The group had attempted to befriend various bikers in the area as a source of bodyguards and illegal munitions. 
One of those bikers was actually a Minuteman and had access to both Bernadine, as well as her private phone directory 
and other papers which he delivered to us. Right after this incident, Bernadine and others in the Weathermen went 
underground. She just surfaced several years ago and surrendered to authorities {as others of the group did also) and 
was slapped on the hand and freed. We had always thought that her and the Weathermen were ostensibly Government 
agents to begin with. Most of them had links to people in the Federal Government and Justice Department by way of 
relatives. Almost all were from extremely wealthy backgrounds. Melville and the other RC members went off to Federal 
prison for various terms of confinement. Melville was one of the principal agitators of the Attica Prison Riot. He was shot 
dead by a prison guard during that riot. These sort of activities and operations conducted by the Minutemen were many 
and varied during those years, I've mentioned these few incidents so as to give an idea of our general activities and 
something of a fee! about those times. Eventually Robert DePugh ran afoul of the law, was indicted, and subsequently 
ran into problems of carrying a gun across state lines while under indictment. A Minuteman headquarters had been 
raided and a metal lathe and other machine tools were found, all set up as @ machine gun-making factory. So DePugh 
had many indictments, but somehow remained out on bail. In the summer of 1967 a spécia} group was set up within the 
organisation. !t was a small inner-corps group called The Defence Survival Force. This force numbered about 50 or 80 
people, both men and women. All were expected to have on hand all the necessary equipment and contingency plans for 
going underground at any moment. This group was trained in various skills: lock-picking, survival skills, orientation, map 
making, killing, expropriation, a knowledge of various explosives and all manner of special operational skills. | was a 
member of this group. January 1968 was to be a pivotal year for the Minutemen. It was the year that guerrilla operations 
began in earnest. An infiltrator had tripped up plans for a series of bank expropriations. He had worn a wire (a hidden 
transmitter) and recorded the meeting where said bank expropriations were discussed and planned. DePugh was 
implicated, along with others, and rather than face any more charges went underground along with another long-time 
member Walter Peyson. | was dispatched to Minutemen headquarters and began the daily operations of the above 
ground section of the organisation. Making sure publications were printed and sent out etc. The FBI mounted a vigorous 
effort to capture DePugh and company. Wanted posters appeared in post offices and were sent to hotels and motels 
across the country. Those of us at headquarters experienced tight surveillance on us. We had for so tong grown 
accustomed to the tactics of FBI and other law enforcement agencies attempting to monitor our activities, that we began 
to sense other forces working against us. Most probably the National Security Agency. At that time an ultra-secret 
intelligence organisation of the U.S. Government. The NSA is concerned mostly, but not exclusively, with 
communications, codes and such. Unlike the CIA, they often operate inside the U.S. as well as abroad. Their operations 


are of a much higher order than U.S. investigative agencies. They operate outside the law. | feel they were the group 
monitoring our movements and activities. They have a work force of about 150,000 employees. Among their many 
chores is that of monitoring every phone call that is made abroad or from abroad. This is done with computers which are 
Programmed with key-words. If these words come up in conversation the computer records the conversation. Their tech 
is of the highest order. At any rate we began to notice things that had never occurred before. Illegal entry to motel rooms 
and other sites where we stayed and such. Sometime in the Spring of 1968, Robert DePugh’s son John and | were 
instructed to rendezvous with others who had gone underground. We had to be very careful in shaking anyone who 
might be following us. We took off late one night and drove for hours down back country roads. We covered about 90 
miles that night doing this. We will probably never know how they could have followed us - but eventually we came out of 
the maze of roads to the Kansas City area.. We went to make a phone call from a telephone booth to some folks who 
had a car hidden away in their garage. It was one of our emergency cars for get-aways. No sooner had we left the phone 
booth, than several individuals quickly went to the phone as though checking something - perhaps tracing our call. As we 
pulled up to the next stoplight another car pulled up alongside us. We recognised the two men inside as two people we 
had seen months before as we drove around a bend in the road just before crossing a bridge. As we slowed on the curve 
of the road. One individual turned and took our picture. These were the same two people we had seen. We went through 
a bunch of turns and drove at high speeds down side streets. It was around tam. We reached our destination at a 
residential home and switched cars. Certain equipment was stashed in the car earmarked for the Underground. We 
headed west to Colorado. Their were no signs of being followed - but after encountering the two agents in the car we felt 
rather uneasy about it all. We sure didn't want to lead them to the others who had already gone underground. We made 
Our contacts and were led up some mountain roads to very high country. Many places in the road only allowed for three 
wheels of the car to be in contact with the ground as we climbed upwards in a spiralling direction. Sections of the road 
had eroded away. Finally we got out and climbed on foot way above the tree line. This was in the area of south-western 
Colorado, above the town of Creede. We Stayed for some days in makeshift tents up in the mountains. Eventually we all 
went down to a safehouse in the surrounding area. It was still a pretty high location. | believe there were 8 of us at the 
time in the mountain hideout. Later we would hook up with others bringing our numbers up to 10 adults. Life underground 
was certainly different. We had to check and double check every move we made. Things which had once been simple to 
do now took on a whole new aspect of caution. For months to come we would collect at a safe house for a given period 
of time and then we would ail disperse on our own. No one knew where the others were going or staying. If more than 
one of us were in a given city we would check in with each other at pre-arranged schedules from pay-telephone booths. 
We would have a month or something and then we would rendezvous in a safe house in another location and stay 
together as a group making claymore mines and pipe grenades. Often when we would disperse we would have missions 


to do or things to acquire or take care of. | wrote a short chronicle based on this underground period which appeared in 
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Our nation can still be saved. 
History will remember those who 
help to save it. We will remember 
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the final, or “Death Issue“ of the Fifth Path Magazine called “Animai Spirit‘. One such mission comes to mind. | was sent 
up to Boulder Colorado to case out the headquarters of Soldier Of Fortune Magazine. The plan was that once we had a 


and got on well. We both knew mutual friends in the small world of Soldier of Fortune. \ had been involved in the 
anti-Castro movement for a short time in the early1960's. At some point in our conversation | mentioned that } would like 
some information on who was buying what books. We knew that the Weather underground had been getting various 
military and guerrilla warfare books by way of a Chicago bookstore called Solidarity Books, which ordered them from 
Panther Publications (the name was later changed to Palladin Press, because they did not want to be associated in 
anyone’s mind with the Black Panthers) which was the book section of So/dier of Fortune magazine. We wanted to know 
just exactly who was buying what. Ralph said: “go ahead and look at the invoices if you want.“ } spent most of the 
evening going through the invoices at my leisure and taking notes. As it turned out there was no real reason to 
6xpropriate the files. | had full access to them with permission. Ralph mentioned that he had always been hearing about 
the Minutemen but had never met anyone who was a member. So } was the first Minutemen he had encountered. Life 





underground could be a pretty uncomfortable affair. We were a bit crowded at times while living in safehouses. Various 
Cliques and factions began to form among us. Living under the constant duress of underground existence began to have 
its psychological effects. One member criticised the way DePugh was running the operations, another member rose to 
his defence by whacking the first party across the head with a rifle butt. DePugh himself was acting a bit paranoid about 
this person or that. He sort of tried to cast aspersion on various people. It was his way of keeping everyone divided, so . 
that no plots or subterfuge would occur. } could half sympathise with his and Walter Payson’s suspicious and cautious 
actions and attitudes. After all they were wanted fugitives and faced an unknown fate if captured. John and | began to 
fee! that all of us would soon be at one another's throats before Jong. John decided he was leaving - he had had enough. 
! was hesitant to go with him, but he was my good friend, and in the end | suppose he was right in his decision, 
considering how it all turned out. So, without notice we took a car and left. A group was dispatched to catch up with us 
and bring us back - but we took mostly logging roads back through the mountains and made it to Lawrence, Kansas. 
From there we split up and went our separate ways. Depugh and some of the others attempted to either shoot or kidnap 
me and bring me back - but their attempt failed. Fate was on my side and | escaped their ambush plans. | later heard 
that they returned to the underground hideout and announced to everyone that they had killed Jonn and |. Meantime | 
had a barrage of visits from the FBI - repeating the same questions over and over. | was feeling pretty pressed upon 
between them and DePugh and company trying to shoot me. They continued on. Got another safehouse near Truth Or 
Consequence New Mexico. Things did go from bad to worse with the group as John and | both figured it would.. Several 
members, a married couple with a small baby, who fell out of grace with DePugh ended up as prisoners. The lady was 
chained up in an abandoned mine and the man was kept in a large steel box which had been buried in the ground. 
DePugh had devised the box with a chemical toilet etc. for holding captives. The baby was taken back and forth for 
breast feeding and alternately left in the box with the father. It had become a pretty ugly scenario. Now you might be 
wondering what two people with an infant would be doing underground. They being a young couple with a child facilitated 
their renting safehouses for the group and creating something of a domestic scene for cover. Sometime in late 1969 the 
FBI had caught up with them and captured DePugh and Payson. They did not immediately raid the house since they 
were afraid of hidden mines planted around the building. This gave the other occupants a chance to escape. Two of the 
ladies, Janet Taylor and Joan Gorely escaped with arms and membership records by walking waist deep into the Rio 
Grande Reservoir until they were well out of the area. They eventually hitch-hiked south and ended up in Houston, 
Texas. Once in Houston they got jobs as topless dancers in some night-club and survived on the proceeds long enough 
to find other options. Depugh was preparing for his trial, which included 9 indictments for various Federal crimes. | went 
to Mexico during this time to avoid the prosecution from Subpoenaing me as a witness - yet the defence knew how to 
contact me in order to subpoena me as a defence witness. At the trial myself, Joan Gorley (a Depugh mistress) and his 
son John were the only ones who had been underground to come to his defence. Several others appeared as 
Prosecution witnesses. He acted as his own attorney and lost the case. He received a sentence of 9 ten-year concurrent 
terms in Federal prison. Despite whatever animosities | had towards DePugh at this time, the fact that it was the Federal 
Government trying him transcended my personal feelings. If | had anything to settle with him | would do it personally. | 
didn’t want to use our mutual enemies to settle any scores for me. At that time | was made national spokesman for the 
group and editor of it’s publication, On Target. The organisation and it’s continuance was the important thing to me. Two 
or three years had elapsed since the organisation had been functioning. Support had become minimal. | tried to revive 
things to no real avail. | did a series of newspaper, radio and television appearances attempting to generate some activity 
- but things had lain dormant for too long. Many members had drifted off to other groups and activities. On top of all of 
this the Government pulled out all the stops to destroy the group. Most of their focus was directed towards those of us at 
the hub of things. We received information that they planned a raid in which they hoped to kill us and then plant evidence 
on our premises. This is what occurred with the Chicago Black Panther raid. A joint force of FBI and local police simply 
broke the doors down and shot people sleeping in their beds. We had very little defence against such attacks at the time. 
Our resources had dwindled to almost nothing. | wrote a letter to various Minutemen and groups suggesting that they 
disperse and work on a local level as militias or vigilante groups. That marked the inception of various paramilitary 
groups including the so-called Identity movement and other militia groups of the second phase of the revolutionary Right 
in the U.S. The legacy of the Minutemen continues on now in various factions of the revolutionary Right. We laid the 
groundwork, provided the basic concepts and more or less pioneered that movement. It brought a new sophistication of 
tactics and strategy to the Right. | certainly learned much through my long association with the Minutemen in a personal 
way. Technical skills, far too many things to recount. It was a real graduate course to be sure. Unfortunately, the current 
militias in the U.S. seem to be at a level of sophistication at which the Minutemen were in the early 1960's. Dressing up in 
cammies and toting rifles off to the range is just a very small repertoire. | doubt that many of those within the Militia 
movement have any real talent in the areas of intelligence, espionage, subversion. propaganda and such. These are the 
real basic skills they seem to lack, They seem, from what | have observed of them, to have no real plan or leadership. 
Lots of first-sergeants who know how to break down a rifle in the dark and all the other basic military skills, but no 
generals with much of an overview or idea of what they are doing in a strategic sense. Some of those who have stepped 
forward as leaders really seem like bumpkins to me. The following half dozen years were bleak ones for me. | turned to 
art; painting, poetry and music. These mediums were for all practical purposes the only weapons | had left to fight back 
with against this age of upheaval and decay. 

Q. What did the 1960’s mean to you? 

RT: It was a time of rapid change and astounding incidents. Assassinations, political scandals, corruption at every level 
of society, a no-win war raging in Viet Nam, cults abounding all around, the anti-war movement and so many things 


happening all at once. Most of what occurred in the 1960s was to set the tone for the remainder of this century and 
perhaps beyond. The rise of Satanism, paganism, the Manson Family, and much more. It was a defining period for our 
dying civilisation. 

Q. Many peopie associate you with Robert DeGrimston’s Process Church of the 

Final Judgement, although others have Suggested that your role was fairly minimal. Were you ever a participating 
member of the Process Church? 

RT: My association with the Process was indeed minimal. | read their literature, attended their midnight meditations on 
many occasions, contributed some artwork to their magazine and Changes made it’s public debut playing at their Coffee 
House in Chicago. ! never formerly became a member. | had considered it at the time - but when | returned to Chicago 
with that in mind they had broken up and reformed the group @s The Foundation: Church of the Millennium. | didn’t find 
this new approach very appealing - it was quite drab after the original group. I've covered much of this in Adam Partrey’s 


Apocalypse Culture (2nd edition), as well as in many interviews; most especially in the U.S. magazine Great God Pan - 


and the current issue of Computsion, an English music ‘zine. | have done two instalments of a series on the Process for 
Esoterra magazine. | am currently writing the third instalment for the next issue. My only regret is that | did not write it all 
as a book in the first place. Doing this series has turned into a task comparable to writing a full-length book. To do so 
now would require rewriting it all again, to do it properly. I’m not sure | want to. I'm pretty burned out on the subject and | 
think there are more relevant ways in which | can allocate my time and energies. 

Q. When and Why did you decide to form the group Changes? 

RT: About 1971. my cousin Nicholas Tesluk and 1 began to work on the music in earnest. We had previously written 
Some Songs together but had not really practised much. A fellow | sporadically encountered at various coffee houses and 
such heard us playing one day on Chicago's lake front and suggested we play at a nearby coffee house called the 
Kingston Mines Company Store. It was a combined cafe and theatre. We had already been playing for several months 
off and on at the Process Coffee house. So the night we went for an audition at the Kingston Mines, we were driving 
down the street and suddenly one of us thought “ Gee, we don’t have a name for our band.” We had never taken it all 
that serious to formally think of a name. So | believe it was myself who came up with the name Changes. | thought it had 
@ vitalistic sort of sound to it, and in essence what we were doing was a big change from what folk music was at the time. 
The group originally included myself, Nicholas and a lady who worked as secretary at an advertising corporation where | 
was employed. | was basically writing advertisement for T.V. ads at the time. | somehow got to know her there and she 
played acoustic folk guitar and sang a little. Somehow the feds got to her and she pretty well threw a wrench into all that 
we were doing. One evening at her home after practice she started spouting off stuff like “ do you think someone ought to 
shoot the president?” this was in response to something we were railing against politically. No sooner had she said that, 
then we heard a noise at her apartment door, Nicholas and | jumped up and went out into the hallway - a man in a suit 
and tie was quickly making it down the hall - just short of running. We chased him down the stairs and he jumped into a 
drab, unmarked vehicle (the type Government agents usually drive) and he peeled out of the parking space before we 
could catch up with him. It became obvious she was trying to set us up for conspiracy charges by proffering leading 
questions. After that incident we simply dropped her and never had anything to do with her again. So that’s how 
Changes first formed. Later my wife Karen and another lady joined the group. The other lady only lasted a year. It was 
around this time that Changes went dormant and we al! moved on to others things. 
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Q. How long have you been interested in Odinism, and what kind of activities are you involved in with the Asatru 
Alliance? 





Heathen world was about 25 years ago. Karen and | were seminal figures in the emergence of the general Pagan 
movement in the Midwest of the U.S. in the mid- to late-1970s. From there we formed an early Odinist group, The 
Northernway. Eventually The Northernway became the Wulfing Kindred and affiliated with the original Asatru Free 
Assembly founded by Steve McNallen. When the old AFA broke up, a handful of us including Valgard Murray, Karen, 
myself and a few others formed the Asatru Alliance and started the process of organisation all over again. Today we 
have forty official and supporting groups in the U.S. and have taken the lead in the International formation | mentioned. 
As for activities. We help and have often hosted national gatherings of the Alliance. We and members of our Tribe have 
been very active over the past ten years in developing Vor 7rw to the fine magazine it now is. We have experimented 
with outreach projects like Viking games open to the public and such. We recently did a formal dedication of an Asatru 
hof we built and many other things. For a while we published a family-oriented ‘zine called Ofthalla, but ceased 
publication because of time considerations and the work we were doing in other areas like Vor Tru. | do all that | can to 
promote the Alliance through interviews like this one | am doing here. So we have been busy on many levels and many 
projects, and continue to be. Our own group Tribe of The Wulfings is now a national, rather than simply a regional group. 
That is why we changed the name to tribe from kindred. It better describes our group as it presently is. It is composed of 
some very bright, creative and thoroughly dedicated peopie. And we all get along with one another and work together on 
myriad projects. 

Q. In recent years we have seen the growth of bands such as Blood Axis, Sol Invictus, Allerseelen and Death in 
June. Have you an opinion on why it has taken so long for this kind of music to achieve the recognition it deserves? 
RT: Yes, | do. There are certain dynamics to movements. Any movement in it’s beginning stages will attract some pretty 
sorry individuals. The Right, aside from a few leaders, was pretty much composed of people with little creativeness and 
even less ability at getting things done professionally. In the second phase of a movement a higher calibre of people 
usually begin to fill it's ranks and contribute their talents and aptitudes. Changes could compose music of this type 20 or 
more years ago - but there were no people in our ideological camp that had either the foresight or the business acumen 
to produce and get things generated. So, even though Changes was doing material like the later groups you listed, we 
were sort of doing it all in a void. At the time the only way we could expect to get our music and message out was by 
playing it on a stage. That meant we had to win auditions to do so. But beyond that, we would be dependent on the large 
record companies for anything like wide distribution and production. Those running such companies had an entirely 
different agenda than we did. So we were blocked at every turn in that sense. Then a period of inflation hit and many of 
the large record companies began to falter and fail. Small entrepreneurs began to fill this paucity. Independent record 
companies began to pop up everywhere. They now are vying (compositely) for the profits that were once the exclusive 
realm of the big companies. As a result this type of music has finally had a chance to be heard and has begun to develop 
a following of loyal listeners and cohorts. I'm sure that the increasing decline has made such music and it's message far 
more relevant than before. 

Q. How would you describe yourself politically? 

RT: At this juncture | would describe myself as apolitical in a real sense. As | said practical politics have been pre-empted 
by the two party system - which has become in fact a one party system. It matters little who you vote for - it’s all part and 
parcel of the New World Order scheme. When there are changing parties in office - they practically don’t loose a beat on 
their grand conspiracies. Essentially in the U.S. we elect officials that spend most of their time in office dreaming up new 
ways to divest the citizens of the fruits of their labour. Recently in the state where | live they now want to tax canoes and 
other small water crafts - what's next, a taxation on bathing suits? They spend all their time finding new areas to fleece 
us all. The other primary activity is their milk-sop imperialism around the world. That takes money to buy friends and 
eventually make them dependent on America. They fund all these activities with the money of their subjects here in the 
U.S.. This is the epicentre of their dreams of a world shopping mall where everyone is an interchangeable work unit in 
their world plantation. So, that type of politics is fruitless at this time. On an ideological level of politics | take this view: 
Ask me what system of government | think best and | must ask for which people, in what place, and in what time? 
Certainly the American representative Republic worked fine for Anglo/Celtic people. It is probably an outward 
manifestation of their inner sense of justice, liberty et al. Add millions of illegal Mexican immigrants, millions of Asians 
and what-not, and then the question of this system of republicanism comes into sharp question. This form of government 








is not inimitable to these other people or the cultures they come out of. Most of South America has constitutions that read 
almost like carbon copies of the U.S. system - but we all have seen the reality of how this system works when applied to 
other people, with a different sensibility etc. It doesn’t work. We observe one coup detat after another, one oligarchy 
after another, a society pervaded by corruption at all levels - and most of those people in those countries seem content 
with it all - if they didn’t it would be otherwise. When there are too many different groups in a nation there will be stringent 
competition and conflicts of interest. How does one deal with these conflicts of interest? It brings questions of liberty and 
freedom into question. As it stands in America we have what could be termed the anarchy of tyranny. The streets are 
unsafe, crime rages everywhere and becomes more outrageous all the time. Meanwhile the government uses all of this 
as an excuse for more laws and tyranny. The great mistake of the British Empire and American Imperialism, and other 
empires before them, was that they always assumed that governmental forms, cultural forms etc. were transferable to 
other people unrelated to them. The British did everything they could to turn their subjects into model Englishmen. What — 
a farce. What a delusion on their behalf. One of my favourite stories concerns Charlies Darwin bringing the Terra Del 
Fuego native Jimmy Buttons back with him to England. They dressed him up in a Suit, with stiff collar and cravat, sent 
him to the best universities, taught him high tea, and to act and deport himself like an Englishman. This accomplished, 
they allowed him to return, figuring he would be useful for their colonial ambitions there. But Jimmy Buttons was no fool. 
He saw European civilisation from the inside - and it had nothing to do with him on a soul level. So when he landed back 
in his native land he quickly tore off all the Western garments, organised a revolt and killed all the European colonists. 
You have to hand it to him, he remained who he was. They did not steal his soul as they did to so many other native 
peoples the world over. So, without a known people or place to apply a political system or ideology, anything | could say 
is simply in the realm of abstractions and has no immediate application. My final thoughts on what my politics are is . 
simply - that which works. 

Q. Do you believe that politics and culture go hand in hand? 

RT: | believe that all real culture is the outgrowth of the spiritual and religious, Think of the spiritual as the hub of a wheel, 
and the spokes emanating out from it are the various areas of life such as politics, culture, ethics etc.. In an archaic 
society, such as Julius Evola describes in his book Revolt Against the Modem World, all facets of a civilisation or culture 
are integrally bound to a spiritual source. Japanese culture is a fine living example of this. In all areas, spiritual, martial 
arts, gardening, poetry, painting etc. the same spirit underlies all of ther. They are integrally one. This is not where we in 
the West are at today. We live in a hellishly fragmented world culturally and Spiritually. There is no real centre or central 
axis to it all. It’s a grotesque hotchpotch. That is what Asatru is attempting to do on several levels, to provide that central 
Spiritual axis from which all the other things will fall into place easily and create a wholeness for our people once again. 
Western civilisation has been under the impress of so many culturally alien and distorting elements for nearly a thousand. 
years. To change the direction now is indeed an epic task. 

Q. What are your plans for the future? 

RT: To continue to fulfil my destiny as a human being. | define destiny as that which is meant to be at the inception of life. 
What is coded into our DNA matrix. | see fate as the external-or environmental factors which, by their nature, often 
impose road-blocks to our fulfilling our true destiny. We have to overcome fate so as to become that which we were 
intended to be. This may seem simplistic at first thought. It is not. Living a life to it’s natural fulfilment is an arduous task. 
Few make it to the goal. But we should all strive to become full human beings - not specialists in some minutiae of life 
such as a profession or job, but truly human in all it’s many facets. The forces at work around us do all they can to turn 
us into automation’s, company men, one trick ponies. On a simpler level | hope to continue to produce music, art, and 


social philosophy and hold true to the slogan | mentioned earlier: We Will Never Surrender. *# 





TRIBAL RESONANCE would like to thank Robert for devoting so much time and energy to what is a highly interesting and 
Stimulating interview. In recent months both he and Michael Moynihan of the group Blood Axis have been collaborating on a 
new book, based on some of the estimated 100,000 words which comprise Robert’s many interviews. In addition, recently 
published by Tacit of Chicago is the Exit anthology, to which Robert has contributed over 30 pages. In total, the book runs to 
around 375 pages and may be banned in Germany due to the Swastika time-line Robert designed for the book. Elsewhere, the 
second Changes CD, Legends, is now in the pipeline and will be available very soon. Meanwhile, for those on the internet, 
check out the fantastic new Changes website at http://home7.swipnet.se~w-78038/changes/ 


We would like to take this opportunity to wish Robert all the very best in each of his forthcoming ventures. Those 
wishing to contact Robert or find out more about Changes, should write to Taproot Publications, Washington Island, 
WA 5426, USA. 


Q. Together with Michael Moynihan, you decided to remaster the bands original recordings and finally released 
them on CD last year. You are now on the verge of releasing a new CD entitled Legends, so is there a chance that 
Changes will go on tour sometime in the future? 

RT: Actually | didn’t decide to do anything with the old music. That was Michael's idea. | had sent him some poetry chap 
books of mine. One of them was composed of lyrics to Changes music. Michael enquired as to if we had any old demo . 
tapes of the songs. | did have some cassettes that were dubbed off the original reel-to-reel tapes. Apparently Michael like 
what he heard and asked if we would be interested in doing a CD of some of the better stuff. We worked closely on the 
remastering, on all the graphics and liner notes etc. It was a totally gratifying relationship, on all levels. As for our next 
release, it will be Legends, a long single ballad which Nicholas and | wrote around 1969. All the liner notes, booklet and 
cover art are original art done by Nicholas and myself. The entire lyrics will appear in the booklet, all 210 lines done in 
hand calligraphy by Nicholas. We are finalising the packaging as | write this. Only Nicholas and | are on this piece of 
music. lt was recorded at Absinthe Studio about a year and a half ago, and was engineered by Robert Ferbrache. We 
wrote it as a sort of Pan European Chanson. | sent a demo tape in early 1970 or so to Radio Liberty in Lisbon. They 
actually aired it. The station's call slogan was: “The West Shall Win“. This was during the day’s of Antonio Salazar, the 
brilliant economist who ruled there for many years. As for Changes doing any tours. | sincerely doubt it at this point. Both 
Nicholas and myself are both married, have children and many responsibilities and other concerns, But never Say never. 
I've lived long enough to witness all sorts of things that “never“ could be. The fall of Soviet Communism and the Berlin 
Wall coming down and things like that, lead me to suspend any final word on anything. We have had no offers to date for 
touring or appearing anywhere, so |! suppose it is a moot point in that regard. 

Q. What are your views on (a) Satanism, and (b) Charles Manson? 

RT: Satanism has become a sort of generic label. Beyond that it means different things to different people. I'll try and 
break it down into types first. There are rock ‘n roll Satanists; heavy and black metal artists and fans. This is the most 
superficial type. It seldom relies on any deep thoughts or convictions. Anyone who wants to don a T-shirt with an inverted 
pentagram can join this Devil's party. It is most of all a vehicle for testosterone-laden rebellion and anti-social behaviour. 
The worst of this misanthropic and impressionable rebellion end up as Richard Rameriz, or any number of others who 
Say after capture “the Devil made me do it*. Then there are the philosophical Satanists who have intellectual arguments 
against Christianity and an effete society. Here is where we find artists and people into creative things. This philosophy of 
Satanism appeals to a more intellectual type and serves as a central focal point for their creativity. For the most part this 
segment of Satanists are principally reactionary - not revolutionary. They are a reaction to the oppressiveness of 
Christianity. Also, such philosophical Satanism serves as a justification for hedonism, exotic sexual practices and such. It 
is permeated with an aura of elitism. When you take a closer look at what it all means in essence and at the people who 
compose it’s ranks, it’s lacks anything vital or dynamic. In this form Satanism breaks down into two further sub groups - a 
libertarian wing and a Fascist wing. The Libertarians seem content to eat, drink and be happy and “do their own thing‘, 
while the Fascist side tends to mix heavy political content to its philosophy. They as such are far more revolutionary. 
They generally see Satanism as a personification of the Faustian spirit of the West. Then we move on to what | can only 
describe as “true” Satanists. These are folks who take all the Devil rant in Christianity and the Bible in a literal sense, 
right down to the prophecies in the book of revelation.. They have simply decided to play the heavies in the drama. What 
makes me label them true Satanists is the diabolical element in their methods and theology. As with the Process who 
took the Devil and Jesus and compounded them both into something else. The Devil or Satan, if he is to be a devil, must 
do something more diabolical then to rent his rage against Christianity. He must be a figure of guile and seduction. One 
who can tell a convincing lie or bait his victims with sophisticated methods that subvert their minds and souls. The 
Process and Manson fit this type more readily than Anton LaVey and his many imitators do. To employ your adversaries 
Own doctrines and teachings and twist them in another direction, or antithetical to their literal meaning is indeed 
diabolical. It clearly shows some sophistication and finesse. Many folks | have said this to | think have had a hard time 
reconciling what I've said or understand what | am getting at when | speak of the diabolical element. Of course one need 
not be a Satanist to be diabolical. Bankers, politicians, and jive-ass preachers could certainly teach Satanists a thing or 
two about the diabolic. My only criteria in judging Satanists is as to whether or not they are revolutionaries or just simply 
run of the mill rebels and poseurs. As to whether they are effective or not effective, for many young folks escaping the 
Stifling atmosphere of their Christian parents and homes Satanism often becomes one of the forbidden things. For many 
it is a first reaction to Christianity. For a large number of people it is only a first stop before they mature somewhat and 
find more constructive avenues of approach. As for my views on Charles Manson, | find him and his current popularity 
and fame quite astounding in one sense, but understandable in another sense. Manson's life in general is the stuff of 
tragedy. He really never had a chance in lite. He was kicked around from one institution to another. His is the saga of the 
White underclass in America. There are many Charles Mansons out there - victims of the system. What sets him apart 
from the others most is that he got even with the world in a sense. He has also never repented or caved in 
psychologically. In that sense he is a sort of personification of the Ubermensch. He's still ranting his ideas, composing 
songs, etc. despite the circumstances he is in. In many ways he seems to be a personification of several archetypes. The 
life that the Family lived was very archetypal in an Indo-European sense. It was a tribe of Germanic/Celtic young folks. 
Surrounded by horses and animals, music, rituals, a lifestyle close to nature etc.. } think all of this somehow captured a 
romantic image that resounded with many young folks. All those authors who have made millions off of writing books on 
him have further helped to keep him in the public eye. Charlie is “The unforgiven“. He has become a personification of 
everything the System hates and fears. The savage who has been untouched by their mind-fucking propaganda and 
indoctrination, and still able to see the world in his own way, and from his own experience and insights. He has certainly 


paid the piper for his role. They can't seem to heap enough abuse towards him. Yet he maintains his indivisibility despite 
ail their efforts. He's a unique individual, much can also be said for Lynette Frome and Sandra Good. There is 2 touching 
loyalty they have both shown. They all may not have that much going for them personally, but that sort of loyalty, under 
duress, that they have shown, raises them above their persecutors by a mile, in a world where loyalty and fidelity are 
almost unheard of anymore. 

Q. In a philosophical sense what stage had you reached by the mid-1970s? 

RT: Basically | was played out on politics. | realised that the political process had been pre-empted by the major parties 
since before World War Two. Radical politics could only be used as a protest - there is little possibility of it's being 
politically efficacious. | began to see that the crux of the problems of the West are essentially spiritual ones. Solve the 
Spiritual problems and ail other problems will take care of themselves more or less. | had reached a stage of nihilism by 
this time. It became apparent to me that there was not much worth conserving of this world we live in. Today | am even 
more amazed then ever that there are people who call themselves conservatives. What is there of this brave new world 
which is worth preserving - very little | think. This point of view was reached by me when | realised that we were not 
looking forward to the death of the West. For all practical purposes Western civilisation died in 1945 with the end of our 
Second World War. Some say at Stalingrad. What we have witnessed ever since is the aftermath of it’s demise. And it 
will degenerate further | am sure. Most men and women of the West have not even realised that their civilisation has 
already bit the dust. | am sure the Roman citizens, just prior to the physical fall of their Empire, never thought that their 
civilisation had withered and died. But it had died from within centuries before the first barbarian stood on the outskirts of 
Rome poised for the coup de grace. So with that in mind, it seemed that the only thing worth the effort was to begin 
building the skeletal structure of a new culture, one at the grassroots level. Petite nationalism plays no relevant part in 
what | am speaking of here. Many of us once thought of ourselves as patriots and nationalists. We don't anymore. Our 
nation is in our DNA, and it extends to wherever those of like-kind reside. This is the principal message in relation to the 
recently formed International Asatru/Odinist Alliance. It is an affirmation of what | have said here. My own patriotism 
today extends for all of about a half-mile around me. | can only relate to tangible soil that | stand on; my fields, my 
gardens, my orchards, my family, my friends and Kinfolk. The rest is a wasteland. So there are no old-Right residues in 
me any longer. Nothing | want to save or preserve of the present order. My loyalty is to the vision of the future that | 
have. It would be too much in this interview to explore, but | hope to elucidate some of these visions, concepts and 
dreams in the future. So that is why | have placed my main emphasis and activities on the spiritual and the cultural. 


Can't you see the world is burning, 
can't you feel it's fire burning, 
don't you know we all are burning, 


fire of life ...fire of life... 


And the gates to death are closing, 
can't you see them white and closing, 
don't you know that life is smouldering, 
ashes to dust...ashes to dust... 


Let us dance our dance together, 
let our songs fill all of heaven, 
let our laughter linger ever, 
for all of time...for all of time... 





Q. Given that you have been heavily involved in the emerging cultural “underground“ for several decades, do you 
ever become disillusioned? If so, how do you manage to overcome this? 

RT: Of course | become tired at times, disillusioned, burnt-out etc., just like most everyone does that enters into these 
activities for any length of time. As an individual | am an introvert by nature - but an introvert who has learned all the skills 
of extroversion as a means of survival in the world. Nothing pleases me more than to have hours of solitude to think and 
dream and engage in reverie. That's the poet and artist in me. | don't think | have experienced boredom since ! was a 
small child. My mind and imagination are always active. | have found my own self to be among the best company | have 
ever kept. The inner dialog seldom flags. So, with this in mind, it has often been tempting to just go off and do my own 
thing without having to deal with all the problems of the world. But then | think of the enormity of it all and the 
consequences that lie in wait for our world, and then feel activated to keep on fighting for my beliefs. There are also 
friends, family and kinfolk who | feel | can’t let down. So | fight on. Also, on the occasions when } felt almost ready to 
simply retire into my own world - something, some incident, will come along as a challenge, and | have a difficult time 
turning away from challenges. There will be infiltrators trying to throw a wrench into the works or others acting “human all 
too human" etc. In this sense my own enemies have helped to generate my activism more than anything. I’m a fighter by 
nature. An intransigent fighter that never gives up. One must admire the Viet Cong on the basis that they fought a 
gruelling war of attrition for forty years. It is that sort of attrition that wins in the end. Unfortunately many Americans have 
the idea that wars and revolutions are something you do for three or four years and then it’s over. We have a fast-food 
generation that has not cultivated patience and determination. They want everything fast or immediately, if not sooner. A 
real generation of spoilt children. The slogan of the Minutemen was “We Shall Never Surrender“, and that pretty much 
sums up my attitude. 






MYSTERIA MITHRAE - Various Artists [Price 120FF inc. p+p.° 
Available from Athanor, B.P. 294, F-86007 Poitiers, Cedex, France]. 





THIS superb compilation feaures no less than eight bands and ten exquisite tracks, each devoted to the Persian sun 
deity, Mithras, a god hugely popular with the conquering legionaries of the Roman Empire. The CD opens with Lumiere 
Bleue, a meloncholic odyssey from the highly talented Phillipe Laurent et les Joyaux de la Princesse. The soft tide of 
pianistic melody engulfs the listener with an almost hypnotic ease. This is closely followed by two stunning tracks from 
the acclaimed US Industrial outfit Blood Axis. The first, Bearer of 10,000 Eyes, relates to the mystical invocations found 
on ancient fragments deep in the underground Mithraeum which lies beneath the Church of Santa Prisca in Rome. Once 
again, the characteristic voice of Michael Moynihan is set against the kind of dramatic and evocative background which 
we have come to expect from Blood Axis: “This young bull which he carried on his golden shoulders, according to his 
ways. And after | have received it | have bore on my shoulders the greatest things of the gods.” As the mysterious aura 
of this ancient and timeless ceremony is unveiled, Annabel Lee provides the slow, haunting strings before Robert 
Ferbrache’s rolling snares lead us into a second Blood Axis track and arguably the finest this magnificent CD has to offer: 
Lord of Ages. For those familiar with Tucker's Overture To The Sun - which forms part of the soundtrack to Stanley 
Kubrick’s chilling and perceptive adaptation of Clockwork Crange (a novel by Anthony Burgess in which a future 
Orwellian-style regime attempts to curb the rebellion of youth by equating violence with revulsion and sickness) - the 
irresistable tones of this song will be instantly recognisable. It’s an absolute classic. Blood Axis have taken Rudyard 
Kipling’s poetic account of Mithras and attached it to one of the best pieces of music from the modern Classical genre. 
Lord of Ages comes whooshing from the lungs of Moynihan like flashes of lightning from Thor's Mjolinir: “‘Mithras god of 
the noontide, the heather swims in the heat, our helmets scorch our foreheads, our sandals burn our feet.” One can 
almost hear the marching columns of those Roman legionaries, united in blood and spirit. Next up are our very own 
Endura, from County Durham, with The Sun Behind The Sun. This is an incredibly powerful epic in which the imploring 
vocals come surging forth in a most commanding and insistent manner, the words sounding almost contemptuous above 
the dark, electro-gothic atmosphere which permeates Endura’s incredibly unique style. After this comes The Bull and the 
East Wind Blowing, a second contribution from Endura, and easily the most hypnotic track of all. Given the almost 
Arabian, neo-Sufi qualities of this Swirling musical odyssey, perhaps it relates to the fact that the Romans actually 
adopted the Mithraic deity after coming into contact with the Syrian merchants of the East. Elsewhere, it has been 
described as an ‘Oriental dance of the dead’. Meanwhile, whilst Ernte’s Stolze Herzen is fairly reminscent of 
Sonnenwende - the track the duo previously donated to the /m Slutfeuver compilation - Rose’s beautiful lyrics give the 
exclusively male cult of Mithras a truly feminine edge: “Ist oft in Stein gehauen, aus weissem Marmorties, ist off aus 
Lehm gebrannt, im Feuer rein und stark.” The next offering comes in the shape of Biutauffe by Allerseelen. This talented 
Industrial outfit is fronted by Kadmon - publisher of Aorta - and has already proved its worth on two superb CD's, 
Goto=Kalanda and Sturmiieder. This track, however, is one of the best Allerseelen renditions to date and whilst those 
@choing horns resemble an eclectic mix between the sounds of a hunt and a military fanfare, somewhere amidst the 
rough-edged guitar and almost disco-style drumbeat one can, perhaps, detect the influence of mid-1980’s Industrial band 
Front 242. Blood of The Sun by Lonsai Maikov is Slightly less complex than the other tracks on this CD, but it is far from 
bland and simplistic and was recorded live during the Winter Solstice before a small gathering of friends. Coupled with 
the melodic strains of an acoustic guitar, Broquerie’s lyrics are like a Mithraic lullaby: “Sleepless warrior - he was great til! 
the end.” Scivias from Hungary are next, with Et Nos Servasti Eternali Sanguine Fuso, a haunting recital which deals with 
the nature of the Mithraic baptism, replete with the subterranean moans of a sacrificial bull. Finally, Dissonant Elephant’s 
The Only Crown is a great way to bring this stunning CD to its conclusion and gives the compilation a more subtle, folky 


appeal. If this is an example of what we can expect from Athanor, we await the next offering with relish. 


GG REVIEWS 


CRADLE OF FILTH 
OLD MAN’S CHILD * EINHERJER 





THE vampiric queue of Gothic-black ran down the side of the venue and halfway around Soho Square. The Filth were 
back in town. The white, corpse-painted faces of the adoring multitude contrasting with the disaffected immigrants that 
swarmed along the Charing Cross Road amidst the tepid stench of burgers and kebabs. By the time we had clawed our 
way into the cramped and dimly-lit confines of the Astoria, the first band - EINHERJER - were already in full flow. As 
these biond-haired Norwegians launched into the growling barrage that is Dragons Of The North, each and every word 
was echoed in kind by their 50-strong entourage: “Odin, great warlord, | greet you with hail / This new god is weaker of 
class / Grant me thy powers, your secrets unveil / And I'll kick this Christ right in the ass.” EYNHERJER are one of the 
most underrated bands in Viking Metal, although they are arguably the most talented and original of all. Depleted tonight 
by yet another change in personnel, EINHERJER certainly won many people over to their cause. Next came OLD MAN’S 
CHILD, another Norwegian band which has just released a new CD via Century Media entitled /-Natured Spiritual 
Invasion. OLD MAN’S CHILD, of course, had previously released their Pagan Prosperity CD and donated a track to the 
excellent Blackend I// compilation (What Malice Embrace), and tonight they were at their most deadly. As the screaming 
vocals and frenetic drumbeats of favourites like Demonical Possession and A Soul Possessed sent the crowd into a 
brutal frenzy, “the pit” began to seethe ferociously like a boiling Cauldron amid the ear-splitting fury of two swirling 
guitars. Having established themselves as one of the best Black Metal acts around, OLD MAN’S CHILD were at their 
most sinister and if it were not for the imminent appearance of COF they would have been forced to perform for the rest 
of the night. But now, with the time at precisely 21.20, CRADLE OF FILTH emerged from the shadows like a swarm of 
bats from the depths of a Transylvania crypt. With a look of supreme disdain, the leather-clad vocalist - Dani Filth - his 
lips stained with the blood of his latest virginal conquest, launched into the indescribable Dusk & Her Embrace as one of 
his female slaves squirted blood at the audience through a huge water-pistol. Meanwhile, as a pair of scantily-clad young 
Sirens gyrate above the stage in two suspended cages the Suffolk six-piece scowl their way through 90 minutes of gothic 
heaven. Among their many dark masterpieces were The Twisted Nails of Faith, Summer's Dying, Ebony Dressed For 
Sunset, The Forest Whispers My Name and even a brilliant rendition of SLAYER’s He// Awaits. One of the more 
significant parts of tonight’s act was Lector’s superb performance on keyboards. Lector, renowned for his dog-collar and 
crown of thorns, was in stunning form. But despite the absence of the amazing Lustmord And Wargasm, the highlight of 
the whole evening was Cruelty Brought Thee Orchids: “Ridden spilt-thighed / By the Father of lies / An ovation of wolves/ 
Blushed the skies as they writhed” . These days, CRADLE OF FILTH are a real force to be reckoned with, and despite 
receiving death-threats from Christian fundamentalists the band are set to tour America very soon. It may be a while 
before CRADLE OF FILTH allow us to re-capture them in the flesh, but for now we must console ourselves with Cruelty 
And The Beast, the band’s new epic CD which is based on the life and times of Elizabeth Bathory - the Blood Countess. 
You may have missed them at the Astoria, but now you too can drink from the blood-filled chalice that is COF.™ 





BLACK SABBATH * OZZY OSBOURNE 
PANTERA * SLAYER * FEAR FACTORY 





NO less than 14 bands comprised the bill of the first European OZZFEST, although we ourselves had made the early 
morning trip from Paddington to see a mere (!) five of them. The others, FOO FIGHTERS, THERAPY?, SOULFLY, COAL 
CHAMBER, LIFE OF AGONY, ENTOMBED, HUMAN WASTE PROJECT, (HED)PE and PITCHSHIFTER are basically 
shite and not worth mentioning anyway. We were interested in the real Metal, the kind that comes without the politically 
correct baggage of the Establishment and all that entails. FEAR FACTORY are enough to’ make your ears bleed, and 
when Burton C. Bell took the stage in front of 60,000 Metalheads even the heavy rain had to back down in his presence. 
For anyone familiar with their Demanufacture and Remanufacture CDs - and grinding tracks such as Dog Day Sunrise 
and Se/f Bias Resistor - this was sheer bliss, and FEAR FACTORY even gave us an insight of what is to be expected on 
their forthcoming Obsolete CD. According to Bell himself, the CD is based around a future neo-Orwellian world in which 
machines have taken over the earth. Unlike bands such as IRON MAIDEN, FEAR FACTORY do not look to the past but 
to the future. Many describe their style as Cyber-Metal, because it is so unlike any other that is currently being 
propagated. In many ways, it may even be a form of Futurism. Hailing from the United States, FEAR FACTORY are 
exceedingly brutal both in their appearance and in the way in which they purvey their devastating wares to appreciative 
audiences around the world. In short, the band gladly present themselves as an antithesis to the prevailing air of 
liberalism and whilst PTTCHSHIFTER had preached anti-fascism to the assembled fluffy goyim who crowded around the 
Kerrang! stage tike flies round shit, these boys on the main stage were urging “the pit” on to a state of pure spikiness and 
aggression. SLAYER are not as forward-looking as FEAR FACTORY, but they are heroes to the brave and the fearless. 
With a career spanning two decades, SLAYER are the granddaddies of Punk-Metal and CDs like Reigmin Blood, South 
of Heaven, Undisputed Attitude, Divine Intervention, Seasons In the Abyss and the newly-released Musica In Diabolus 
prove beyond all doubt that SLAYER rules. Despite a superb set including Death’s Head Dead Skin Mask (‘Dance with 
the dead in my dreams / Listen to their hallowed screams’), South of Heaven and Stain of Mind, their set was slightly 
marred by a dodgy PA system. By the time PANTERA came on, however, things had been restored somewhat allowing 
Phil Anselmo and his Texan compatriots to blast their way through songs like Walk (our own personal fave), Mouth For 
War, Becoming, A New Level and the mind-blowing Fucking Hostile. To say these cowboys from Hell really put the heavy 
into Metal would be an understatement. Several hours later, the immortal OZZY OSBOURNE himself took to the stage 
accompanied by a brace of miniature demons and the usual buckets of water. OZZY proved yet again that when it 
comes to Metal he is still the number one, and his fantastic set included songs like Goodbye To Romance, | Don't Know, 
Bark At The Moon, | Dont Want To Change The World, Suicide Solution and the kickarse classic itself, Crazy Train. 
Shame he didn’t perform Mr. Crowley or You Can't Kill Rock ‘n Froll, but it was still way beyond excellent. After a short 
pause, the mighty OZZY returned yet again - this time as part of the legendary BLACK SABBATH. We reviewed 
SABBATH’s appearance at the Birmingham NEC on 4th December 1997 in the last issue of 7riba/ Resonance and this 
time out their set was virtually the same, although to be fair, performed even better. High points included OZZY running 
around the stage with a bucket of water on his head, Geezer Butler (bass) returning for an encore of Paranoid wearing 
an England shirt, and OZZY spraying the bouncers with a giant hose. Sadly, Bill Ward (drummer) had had a heart attack 
Several weeks before the gig and on the night in question was unable to complete the original SABBATH line-up along 
with Ozzy, Geezer and Tony lommi (guitar), so it was great to see OZZY call him up on stage. On the other hand, we did 
feel a little concerned for Bill's heart when OZZY pulled the former's trousers down and slapped his bare arse in front of 
60,000 people! The three video screens allowed us to appreciate Tony's fuck-off riffs in their full glory, and there is no 
doubt that this man invented the phenomenon that is Heavy Metal way back in 1970. All in all a great day out and well 
worth every penny. The good news is that THE OZZFEST is set to become a regular event, with the organisers hoping to 
Stick AC/DC at the top of the bill in 1999. Be there.™ 











The following article first appeared In the February 1996 Issue of SP/N 


Norway's Neo-Vikings are on a quest to end Christ's reign on Earth. Along the way, they're burning medieval churches, 
slaughtering their rivals, and playing Black Metal til the dark gods return. Darcey Steinke goes to hell and back. 


THE sky is blanketed by swollen, grey clouds, Under this leaden bell jar, an hour outside Oslo in the Norwegian 
Countryside, lie the remains of Holen Church - just the pink granite foundation and several piles of charred pine. Among 
the fire's ruin, burnt pages from hymnals fly around, chaotic as brown moths. Blacksmith-forged nails tie mingled with the 
femurs and yiabiae of ministers buried a hundred years ago beneath the church's floorboards. Burned to the ground last 
May, Holen is the most recent catastrophe in Norway's ongoing national disaster: 22 churches, some dating to medieval 
times, destroyed by arson over the last four years. A little white-haired man kneels at his wife's gravestone, one of the 
many that surround the site where the church once stood. He is weeding the daisies and begonias as he prepares to 
leave behind some cut roses in a mayonnaise jar. When } ask who did this, he shakes his head and speaks in heavily 
accented English. "The Satanists” he says wearily. To the unsuspecting visitor, Norway is a fairy-tale land of wooden 
gingerbread houses, lace curtains flapping out of windows, blue glass bottles on the sills. Fir trees line the fjords, and just 
about everyone is blonde, high cheek-boned, and cruelly beautiful. Oslo, Norway's capital is overrun with pastel 
apartment buildings, and gift shops selling troll dolis, replica Viking pendants, and Norwegian reindeer sweaters. In a 
Stone building downtown, a lone, neatly dressed junkie out front leans into a nod, the only clue that one of hell's many 
chambers looms six flights above. The band Mayhem used to practice here, in a room framed by a puke-stained carpet 
below and swastika flags tacked up overhead. Viking swords and Inverted Crosses hang from the walls. Hellhammer, the 
only surviving member of Mayhem, Norway's first Black-Metal Band, pushes videos of Nosferatu and The Satanic Rites 
Of Dracula out of the way so he can sink down into a Black Vinyl couch. Norwegian Black Metal was born in the late 
‘80's, the product of a unholy union between death-metal churn and Viking bloodiust. It melts Speed Metal's thrashing 
guitars with an ambient subtext that shows up in everything from darkly symphonic synth to medieval lute solos. The 
vocalists tend to sound like the poor little possessed girl in The Exorcist, screeching and gurgling lyrics about evil powers, 
Satan, the night-time woods, trolls, and Norse Gods. Back then, the members of Mayhem lived together in the Devil's 
House - black, with two lofty towers- in a tiny town called Krakstad. “People there were very superstitious," Hellhammer 
recalls, smiling. “When we went into a shop, all the old ladies would run out. In Sunday School they told the children that 
our house belonged to the devil." Mayhem didn't do much to dispel that notion. On stage, the lead singer, Dead, wore 
clothes that he'd buried in the ground until they were rotten and filled with bugs. He was a tall, extremely skinny young 
man with skin so white it was nearly blue. Even During Rehearsals, Dead wore his “Corpse Paint"- white and black 
makeup inspired by the plague. When he was performing, Dead inhaled from a plastic bag holding a decayed raven. "He 
needed to get the stench of death before every song," Hellhammer explains. Dead, appropriately enough, was the first to 
die. In 1991 he committed suicide with a shotgun blast to the head. "It didn't really surprise me," says Hellhammer. "He 
was @ strange guy, always talking about Carpathian castles and the Pophyrians and how this life is only a dream." His 
suicide note read, simply, "Excuse all the blood." Hellhammer and Euronymous, Mayhem's Guitarist, found Dead 
dead-legs akimbo, his brain tissue and blood splattered on the walls and sheets. Euronymous didn't seem to mind the 
mess at all. In fact, says Hellhammer, "he took pieces of the brain and made a stew. He put in ham, frozen vegetables, 
and paprika. He'd always said he wanted to eat flesh, so he figured this was an easy way." Hellhammer is dressed in the - 
official Black Metal uniform: boots, jeans, a leather jacket; all black. A Thor's hammer pendant and a pentagram dangle 
around his neck, but he's more the playful puck than the dark master. He reassures me that he didn't eat any of the 
wicked stew- "I! would have puked." A heartbeat later, he sheepishly admits that he did make a necklace for himself out of 
skull fragments he found between Dead's bioody sheets. Black Metal wasn't always so Black. In pi early ‘80's, British 





Bands like Venom considered themselves a musical component of the horror entertainment industry, and they played out 
their role as Satan's cheerleader's with an appropriate sense of camp. But something happened when Black Metal 
crossed the North Sea. For Norwegian Black Metal bands, it's more than just a Stage act: They are committed Satanists 
fighting to get Christianity out of Norway, and bring back Ancient Pagan ways. They advocate the revival of ancient 
Viking practices, for instance, and engaging in blood feuds and revenge killings. Other bands quickly joined Mayhem on. 
the Black-Metal scene, including Darkthrone, Immortal, Enslaved, Burzum and Emperor. Each has put out several 
records on small labels like Head Not Found and Euronymous' own Deathlike Silence. Euronymous was the fat Spider in 
the Black-Metal web, more interested in being evil than depressed like Dead. He told Hellhammer he had no feelings; 
pain, he said, was the same as pleasure for him. In corpse paint, Euronymous resembled a demonic mesh of Divine and 
Bela Lugosi-stout, with long black hair, a pointy devil's beard, and a mustache waxed so the tips curled around like a 
pig's tail. His interest in chemicals led him to build an elaborate laboratory in the basement of the black house, filled with 
beakers and glass distilling tubes, Bunsen burners and vaporous acids. He usually went around in a black cape, but in 
the lab he wore a white scientists's coat, with gold buttons and a high collar. He spent hours down there laughing 
maniacally and mixing illegal chemicals together. An explosion once caused one of his potions to spill onto his hand. “It 
flamed up like a torch," Hellhammer remembers. "Even underwater it just kept burning." In the early ‘90's, Euronymous 
also owned Hell, a record store in Oslo that served as the Bat Cave for the Black Metal movement. Members of the 
self-proclaimed Inner Circle crashed on mattresses in the basement, moist and dark like a dungeon. Parties at Hell were 
legendary: huge, chaotic, candle-lit affairs, where devotees wore corpse paint, black capes, and replicas of Viking gear. 
Many cut themselves with knives and broken bottles; particularly inspired groups would go out to desecrate graveyards, 
knock down stones, and spray paint pentagrams and the number 666. Hellhammer remembers people shooting guns 
into the side walls; one guy hammered a nail into his own skull. Euronymous would beat himself with a bullwhip, causing 
blood to soak through his shirt in crimson stripes. From his base at Hell, Euronymous became a leader of the scene. He 
often expressed hope that Black Metal would incite young people to violence; conceiving methods of torture, he held 
lengthy lectures on how the pain would scare the victims. "It was an exciting period," says Samoth, the guitarist for 
Emperor. "We all hung out and talked about our hatred for Christianity and how to get the Viking religion back." All of the 
Inner Circle despised Christianity's glorification of weakness, it's sympathy for the sick and needy. So the Circle devised 
the idea of setting fire to the pride and glory of Norway- it's beloved wooden churches. That would remind the people of 
Norway that they were all still the children of Odin. Fantoft Church was built by Nordic wood craftsmen in the early 
medieval era. On it's elaborately carved columns, the scaly tails of dragons interlocked with snakes and flesh vines. It 
stood strong from the 12th Century until it burned to the ground on June 6, 1992. Another fire claimed Holmenkollen 
Chapel, the church King Harald V and the royal family attended. Others soon followed. In September, Samoth proudly 
“joined history by burning down a church." His Black-Meta! colleague Count Grisnackh, who had already participated in 
the fires at Holmenkollen and Fantoft, went with him to incinerate Skjold Church in Rogaland. Samoth describes the 
experience as being almost holy. “There was a small door under the alter where we poured several gallons of gasoline, 
threw a match, and then ran back to the car." The pair drove all night to get back to Oslo and Hell. "There was a strange 
feeling in the car", Samoth tells me in his soft voice, his long, dark hair almost obscuring his features. “It was stormy, 
thundering and raining. We were on a narrow country road with no light except our high beams." Count Grishnackh, the 
sole member of the band Burzum, has blue eyes that burn as fiercely as heat lighting; a hairline scar runs down the side 
of his mouth. Dressed as a Viking dandy in boots, cloaks, and Nordic breastplates and pendants, he's cold and intense, 
his emotions and actions based more on ideology than anything inside his heart. Grishnackh believes the Inner Circle 
has every right to use flames and machine guns to accomplish its ends- after all, didn't Norway's Christian forefathers 
destroy pagan idols and chop off the heads of heathens? Pouring gasoline along the walls of Fantoft's tarred wood, the 
Count flicked several matches into the golden puddles. As he walked away, he turned, and the sight of the flames licking 
up toward the tower to the cross made the hair stand up on the back of his neck. He shivered. After the Count was 
questioned by police - and appeared in every Norwegian newspaper in full Viking regalia - Euronymous predicted that 
Grishnackh would soon do something even grander to get his face in the papers. He didn't realise he was forecasting his 
own death. Less than two months later, Euronymous' body was found in his apartment. Grishnackh was charged with his 
murder. The Count's presence at his trial was just as outrageous as the testimony: He wore his hair in pigtails, and 
laughed continuously throughout the proceedings. But the facts of the case are undeniably chilling. On August 10, 1993, 
the Count and Snorre, the leader of the band Blackthorn, drove six hours across Norway, frorn Bergen to Oslo. The 
Count carried a copy of a record contact, intended to be the pretext for his visit to Euronymous' apartment. Possible ways 
to kill Euronymous had been thoroughly discussed. The Count wanted to fell Euronymous with an axe, but then decided 
it would look stupid to lug an axe around a neighbourhood full of apartment buildings. Another plan was to get 
Euronymous to demonstrate something on his computer, then stab him in the neck while he was sitting with his back 
turned. The Count ended up carrying a primitive arsenal- three knives strapped to his body; an axe, a bayonet, and a 
baseball bat were stashed in the trunk of his car. Euronymous answered the door wearing only his underwear; according 
to the Count, he looked weak and tired. The two began to argue, and Euronymous turned and walked toward the kitchen. 
The Count drew his knife and followed. Snorre was waiting on the stairs when he heard Euronymous scream for help. 
The door flew open and Euronymous ran at him, blood streaming in rivulets down his face and shoulders. An autopsy 
found he had suffered 23 stab wounds- two to the head, five to the neck, and 16 to the back. On the ride back to Bergen, 
Grishnackh and Snorre stopped at a lake. The Count took off his clothes and washed blood out of his hair and off his 
hands and face. He cleaned his knife and tied his bloody clothes around a rock, and let them sink into the water. But he 
was still exhausted and worried. He'd left the contract in the apartment, signed with that day's date, and he had forgot to 


wear his gloves. He didn't even know if Euronymous was alive or dead. The next day, Grishnackh was strangely 
emboldened. In an almost unimaginable act of hubris, he strutted into the Voices of Wonder Records office in Oslo, 
dressed like a Viking warrior, with breast- and arm-plates and spiked leather gloves, and showed off his knife. 





Meanwhile, the police rounded up and questioned more than a hundred Black Metallers. The scene that had always 
been so secretive was suddenly riddled with stool pigeons. People ratted out on one another: some even called 
anonymously to tell what they knew. Police heard about the Inner Circle feud and soon discovered that the bloody 
fingerprints smearing the contact belonged to the Count. Everyone in the Black Metal Scene tells the same story; that 
they were baptised but never attended church, that their parents didn't believe in God. Required religion classes in 
school were “boring" and “bogus." Teachers made you memorise prayers no one believed. This attitude is nothing new; 
Norway's relationship with Christianity has always been ambivalent. In 995 AD, Olaf |! Tryggvason brought Christianity, 
along with plundered gold and silver, to Norway's shores. On gaining power he ruthlessly enforced the new faith onto the 
Norwegian people by burning down pagan temples and offering subjects a choice between baptism and death. The 
Lutheran reformation in 1537, while not as bloody, was equally chaotic. Lutheran ministers sent up from Germany didn't 
speak the Norse language, and many were disreputable characters prone to some disputes over tithes, embezzlement, 
even rape. Yet Lutheranism is a sombre religion known for its pietistic followers and plain alters. Its main doctrines hold 
that it is one's relationship to God, rather than tithes or good works that will secure a passport into heaven. This leaves 
Lutherans in an existential spot, standing alone without the comfort of saints or incense before a stern Germanic God. In 
Norway, the Lutheran church is a part of the state - the government holds the purse strings and appoints bishops, and 
King Harald is its official head. Still, only three percent attend church on Sundays or consider themselves active 
participants. "The Satanists are right to target the hypocrisy of Norway's spiritual life," says Trond Viggo Torgerson, 
Norway's commissioner for children's fights. “It's a very discouraging time in our country. Everyday life is dull and 
consumer orientated. Most people would rather have a McDonald's in their community than @ church." Torgersen hopes 
the fires will serve as a wake-up call, a plea from young people for more spiritual passion. But when | speak to Bishop 
Andreas Aarflot, and ask if the fires might be directed at the State church's bureaucratic temperament and lack of vitality, 
he responds with blunt anger. “These fires have not really affected the religious community. We do not consider them a 
challenge of any kind.” At the seminary in Majorstua, Professor Tormod Engelsviken shakes his head "There is 
something so medieval about all this - pagans versus Christians, both sides so literal in their interpretations." He believes 
that Norwegians want religion, but that there exists a Spiritual void. "These Viking ideas of blood revenge, of maintaining 
honour, of meaningless violence..." The professor sits back, in front of his shelves of theology books. “You must 
remember that the Vikings were quite taken with Christianity. Those violent men were transformed by the message of the 
New Testament- the idea of humility, of forgiveness, of the overwhelming power of love." While out tea steeps, 
Nebelhexa and | carry out mugs to her back porch. We sit near a big basket of drying mint leaves, not far from a rabbit: 
pen and some chickens. Arcane, her black greyhound, settles regally beside her. Nebelhexa tells me that she has been 
involved with Croweyan magic, chaos magic, even Anton LaVey's Church Of Satan. "The services are like Christian 
services but backwards. Nude women are used as alters, and they have orgies and stomp on blessed communion 
waiers. It's silly, really." she adds, tucking a long red hair behind her triply pierced earlobe. She eventually left the church, 
fed up with its members' materialism. "All of them kept urging me to work for a big corporation, to become a yuppie." She 
met Samoth, her husband, while Emperor was opening for Cradle Of Filth during a European tour. A friend asked her to 





dress up like a dominatrix in black leather corset and boots. "I'd come on stage and whip the lead singer," Nebelhexa 
laughs. “It was loads of fun.“ Their romance quickly flowered. At midnight on the winter solstice last year, Nebelhexa, in a 
long, red-velvet dress, and Samoth, in his Viking fur coat and Thor's Hammer pendant, hiked up a snowy mountain near 
his parents' house. Finding a spot surrounded by trees, Samoth used his ritual heathen knife to cut Nebelhexa's palm, 
and then she his. “We held them together and our mingled blood dripped on the white snow." They made promises to the _ 
mighty sky father and all the tree spirits, then exchanged rings that were engraved with the Norwegian words for ‘Thor 
helps’. Nebelhexa prefers her own magic to any organised religion. She creates potions using herbs, bones, feathers, 
and sexual fluids, casting spells to protect her loved ones, and defending herself from enemies. Recently she's been 
coliecting roots and weaving them together in an effort to hold together her relationship with her husband, who's serving 
a two-year sentence for arson. “Magic is closer to the body- you create your own harmony. it's not like Christianity, where 





you beg to some god." When |} bring up the church fires and Samoth's involvement in them, she appears embarrassed. 
She's anxious to impress on me that her husband was strongly influenced by Count Grishnackh. "The Count is a good 
talker. He would tell Samoth that by burning down churches they'd drive the Christians back to the Middie East and 
become kings." Another of Grishnackh's plans, she says, was to rape (King Harald's Sister) Princess Astrid, get her 
pregnant, and take over the throne. Nebelhexa shakes her head. “It's a very naive way of thinking but you have to 
excuse it, because Samoth was just 17. What can you expect from boys that don't like their society?” Arcane rises up to 
growl at a squirrel that's leapt on the porch. Nebelhexa tells me how all her friends think she's crazy to get involved with a 
Satanist who burned down a church. "But they don't know him. They can't understand that my husband is an honourable 
Viking man." I'd been warned by Faust that his prison was high-security, one of the strictest in Norway, but the flowers 
and expansive green lawns surrounding the building make it look more like a mental hospital. Like everything in Norway, 
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the prison is clean and pretty. A cheerful female guard walks me through a metal detector, she asks me nicely if I'll leave 
my bag in a locker near a glass case displaying ceramic masks made by inmates, features twisted in combinations of 
anger and despair. Faust bursts through the visiting-room door with the intensity of a fly finally let out of it's glass cage, 
wearing camouflage, grey and white, to blend with wintertime woods. Even with his broad shoulders, Faust has the same 
childhood grasp on reality | noticed in Hellhammer, but he's less good natured, more like the cruel little boys in Lord Of 
The Flies. Rocking his chair back against the cement wall, he tells how he's always been fascinated with murder, 
collecting books, magazines, and T-shirts relating to serial killers. When Faust moved from his small village to work at 
Hell, his interest in violence intensified. He began to create an entire moral universe based on the precepts of Black 
Metal. “I started thinking about macro- and micro-cosmoses and comparing human life to dust on a far-off planet in a 
far-off galaxy in the middle of nowhere. | made human life valueless." In August 1992, while Faust was checking out the 
newly completed Olympic Park at Lillehammer, a man approached him and suggested they go together in the woods. “} 
hadn't been drinking or anything. | just very calmly decided to end this man's life. Maybe my subconscious was telling me 
that because he is gay | had that right." Faust agreed and followed him into the deep forest. As the man came forward to 
embrace him, Faust sunk a knife into his gut and yanked up. “ He was screaming ‘No! but | just went berserk stabbing 
him over and over. Once he was down and the light had gone down out of his eyes, | kicked him to make sure he was 
dead. Then | walked home with a completely empty head, like a zombie." Two days after the murder, Count Grishnackh, 
Euronymous, and Faust drove up to Holmenkollen Chapel, near the Olympic ski jump. It was to be a symbolic act of 
catharsis for Faust. At first they placed a home-made bomb onto the alter, but when that refused to detonate, they piled 
hymnals and Bibles onto the alter, poured gasoline over them, and lit a match. “We rode up the mountain to watch it 
burn. It was very beautiful and exciting-when we got back to the record store we could hardly sleep." After his crime 
spree, Faust checked the papers every day, but after a few weeks there was nothing more about the murder. “As time 
passed," he says, "l almost forgot | was a killer." It wasn't until Euronymous' murder that Faust was figured and picked 
up. He was tried and convicted of manslaughter, and is now serving a 14-year sentence. He might regret getting caught, 
but he shows little remorse for the murder. One should live by the sword, he decrees; society must return to a natural 


order of survival by strength. He sees himself not as a criminal but as a revolutionary in exile. Faust's favourite writer, 
Bret Easton Ellis, exemplifies for him the truth about human beings' natural animosity to one another. "In American 
Psycho he gets it down perfectly," Faust tells me enthusiastically." One minute you're looking at a man's clothes and the 
next you're sticking a knife in his eye." Where Faust turned his Black Metal murder fantasy into evil reality, Ihsahn, the 
lead singer for Emperor - and its only member not in jail - understands the power of metaphor. In his tailored black 
trousers and silk shirt, his dyed hair in a braid down his back, he's an Armani vampire. The dark prince wears eyeliner 
and a touch of white powder; the faint purple circles under his eyes give me a feeling that he tends to wander in the 
woods tong after dark. When | ask why he didn't go with Samoth and Grishnackh the night they burned down Skjold 
church, he explains that he wasn't home when they looked for him but that he definitely would have joined in. Christianity, 
he believes, is for people who live in the desert and wear sandals. "It wastes love," he says, “In Norway, like in the US, if 
you're weak everybody supports you. There are special centres, 12-step programmes. Everything is for the weak. 
Everything caters to people who are failures. There is too much pity." Runhoild, Ihsahn's girlfriend and co founder of the 
Black Metal Fanzine Descent, agrees. “None of the Gods in Norse mythology are weak like Jesus is weak," she tells me. 
Runhild is studying biotechnology; notes from her morning class are written on her hand. She's wearing a jong, black-silk 
dress and a necklace made from raven's feet, a “love present" from an old boyfriend. She has always had a fascination 
with death. At 13 she wrote a schoo! newspaper on burial rituals, and as a kid slept with her hands folded over her chest. 
Her obsession with death, she feels, comes from being fearless. “Most pop music plays on weakness, but Black Metal 
people don't believe in sacrificing yourself for others the way Jesus did. They are strong enough to live by the sword." 
Insahn believes the vampire to be the perfect symbol of the Satanic. "Dracula feeds on others but feels passion for just a 
few," he explains. He also sees similarities between the vampire and the Viking. “The Viking went out and took what he 
needed, violently and with much bloodshed; he fed on others just like a vampire." As | prod Ihsahn about Black Metal's 
fascist tendencies, about the Holocaust, about how weakness is an innate quality in even the strongest human, the 
vampire grows testy. "Look," he says, sounding much like Lestat, wearied by weaker creatures who lack bloodthirst and 
courage. “You'll never understand me because you sit in the audience at a horror movie. I'm up on the screen." In 
Norwegian folklore, tongues of flame flicker up from the footprints of Viking kings. Giant brown bears make their winter 
lairs on church alters, Flies crawl out of the mouths of every dreamer, and fairies give babies honey cakes. Like naughty 
children, Black Metal's true believers blur the line between fantasy and reality, the seen and unseen, play evil and real 
evil. And in this superficially Christian country, where ruddy-faced blonde kids glide down slopes of perfect snow against 
hand-painted skis, is it any wonder Black Metal would explode? It exposes the dark side, the deep melancholy and 
endless winter nights, of the Norwegian soul. Black Metal continues to stun idyllic Norway with heathen ideology and 
terrorist acts. Last spring, Bishop Aarflot recommended that every church in Norway posts guards at its gates on June 6 
at six A.M., explaining that “666 is the most important number for Satanists and that all churches would be vulnerable at 
this time," Churches continue to be targets for arsonists, but no one | talk to is exactly sure who is now setting the fires. 
"It's 13- and 14-year-old Black Metal kids who live out in the middle of nowhere," Faust tells me. "I'm glad they're keeping 
it up. It means the torch has been passed, that the fire still burns." Count Grishnackh, Norway's most notorious criminal, 
iS now a media celebrity with a cult following - he receives more than a hundred fan letters a week. in a recent interview 
from his cell in la prison outside Oslo, the Count said he no longer wanted to be associated with Black Metal. He's now 
Strictly a neo-Nazi, an ideology he hopes to promote through an organisation called the Norwegian Heathen Front. A 
Photograph from his prison reveals that his dyed black hair has grown back to its organic Scandinavian blond, but the 
hypnotic blue eyes haven't changed, Son of Odin, pagan prince of the far North, the Count bides his time reading books 
on Nordic history and the occult. He plans to use the postal system and computer lines to influence young people before 
they're brainwashed by Christian society. With his guidance, he predicts, the heathened youth will bring about the new 
pagan era by any means necessary - Helter Skelter, Viking style. ese aitey Seis anee bisa a cer 
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